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/"|sn't that supposed to be the strongest shit in the world?"/ 
/"The strongest that's legal to ingest."/ 
/"You mean there's something stronger than 190 proof?"/ 


/"l'm sure there is. You know Russia exists, right?"/ 


/"What do they have in Russia that's stronger than this?"/ 

/"| dunno, Lars. | just know this gets you real fucked up. Real fast:"/ 

/"Sounds good to me."/ 

James' unsteady hands poured a generous shot of 190 proof Everclear into each shot glass, one for him and 
one for Lars. He'd left the tall bottle sideways in the freezer, after having to take out a bunch of shit to make 
room, for about twelve hours before Lars came over. They planned on drinking only half of the bottle, if it 
didn't kill them first, so he'd only bought one. From Dave, of course, but his money still went into the 
purchase. 

/"How fucked up are you trying to get tonight?"/ 


/"\'ll drink as much as you'll let me."/ 


James nodded and took the little glass in his hands, Lars soon followed. They took their shot at the same time, 
both wincing at its strength, and setting the glass down with the same grimace on both of their faces. 


/"Holy shit,"/ James grumbled, recovering from the initial sting. 

Usually, they shared bottles and took immeasurable swigs. But in this case, they wanted to see how many 
shots they could take before completely blacking out, or, of course, dying. The only downside of that was not 
being able to report back to Dave with their record. 

/"That doesn't taste like fuckin’ anything, it just burns,"/ 

/"How do you feel?"/ James asked. 


/"Uh."7 


Lars looked up at the TV and saw that his vision was still one frame and not very blurry, so, he said, /"Could 
go for another one, | think. What about you?"/ 


/"Mm. Yeah. One more and then we wait a little bit."/ 


One shot later, they were both sputtering and laughing at one another for their intolerance to the tasteless 


poison. Taking that shot, however, was the last thing either of them remembered the next morning. 


Upon waking up, James quickly came to his senses, quicker than he ever had with a hangover before, in 
desperate need of some ice cold water and a full body stretch. But he couldn't move. He tried to roll over but 
there was so much dead weight that he could barely breathe. He realized Lars was on top of him, cheek 
squished against his chest and arms hugging tightly around his ribcage. He snored, softly, around the little bit 


of drool spilling onto James’ shirt. 
His grip was relentless. The kid was not letting go. 


But this intimate position on James’ couch led his mind to wander. What in the hell had to happen for them to 
end up like this? 


James squirmed and Lars clung tighter, still snoring away. It was then that he noticed Lars' legs were twined 
up with his as well, meaning that they were quite literally inseparable until Lars woke up and unwound himself. 


He also noticed the alarming lack of pants happening in their fleshy pretzel. 


James tried to push Lars off this time and his efforts were met with a grouchy groan and Lars nuzzling his 


face into James’ chest. 


He gave up and decided there wasn't much he could do but scan his apartment for clues, at least, as much as 


he could from his position. 


There was the bottle of Everclear, half empty and on its side on the table. The two sticky shot glasses by it, 
the splatters of spilled booze all over the table. Just the sight of it made his stomach and throat twist with 


nausea, so he tried to look for something else. 


Lars' pants were by the door, James had no clue where his were. The kitchen counter was covered in towels 
and there was silverware scattered across it. The TV was still on and playing one of the god awful Amityville 


Horror sequels. 


None of it told him what happened. If anything, the mess around him was simply the aftermath of what he 
was trying to figure out. 


He decided that maybe he could study Lars. He slept so heavily that he was sure he could throw him off and 


he wouldn't notice, but he would never do that to him. Of course he wouldn't. 


He lifted the somehow still soft and clean tress of auburn off of Lars' face and saw a milky pale neck full of 


big purple bruises, among traces of the extremely recognizable shape of James' teeth. 


He pressed his palms into his eyes and groaned. 


Why Everclear? Why did it have to be the strongest shit they could possibly get their hands on? Why did 
Dave have to keep his record a fucking secret before they tried to beat it? And it was with that trampled ego 
that they tried to outdo a number that they knew must have been high, but for all they really knew Dave 
could have blacked out after a shot and a half. James had absolutely no fucking clue how much they'd drank. 
All he knew was that he woke up so tanked that he didn't even have morning wood. Or, more likely, Lars was 
crushing his entire body so carelessly that he probably couldn't even pump enough blood to reach past his 
fingertips. 


Upon moving Lars' hair again, to study the hickeys, he shut his eyes tightly and tried to materialize the right 


scenario in his head. 


/"Ie never had one before."/ He could hear him say, in that high, snotty voice of his. He felt the words 
coming out of his mouth right after, pictured the face he was making as he said them. 


/"No?"/ And there was a little smirk, alongside all of the dead enthusiasm in his voice. /"You wanna?"/ 
Adolescent voice with faux sprinkles of maturity. That's what he heard. 

"Stupid. Stupid, stupid, stupid" He muttered, and Lars stirred a bit. Not nearly enough to wake him up. 

/"What do you mean ‘do | wanna'?"/ 

/"Do you wanna know what it feels like?"/ James heard his own deadpan delivery in his head and cringed. That 
was his way of downplaying how much he wanted to grab a fistful of Lars’ hair, tug his head to the side with 
enough force to snap his neck and bite down as hard as he could on it. Of course, he didn't say that. He 
couldn't even think it. Not consciously, at least. 

/"| mean-"/ 

/"That a yes?"/ 


/"| d-.| don't know."/ 


/"\'ll be gentle,"/ James said, so evil now that he played it back that he was surprised Lars was actually lying 
on him covered in hickeys. He wouldn't have trusted that tone. He had no clue why Lars did. 


He could finally see it. He saw Lars hang his head shyly, his hand brush his hair behind his ear, his dumb little 
smirk as James came ever closer. He saw it fade into darkness as he leaned forward, sucking in a gasp just to 
put Lars even more on edge. He felt himself grab Lars by the jaw, just to keep his head lulled to one side. He 
took a little bit of skin into his mouth-no teeth-and sucked gently. It rolled a giggle out of Lars so he sucked 


harder, but it was no use, he still didn't do much else but squirm. 


James had absolutely zero self control. How he allowed himself to get into such a position was beyond him. He 
knew he snaked his fingers up into Lars’ hair and pulled, and he knew he bit him not long after that. 


He heard Lars' sweet whimper as he did it and he remembered being terrified he'd push him away. He didn't. 
Lars mumbled something into James' chest and started to try and wake himself. 


"What time is it?" He mumbled, so tired and sick that the words were real work to create. 


"No clue" 


Lars turned his head and rested on his chin, looking at James through glassy eyes he could barely open. "Good 


morning, | think." 


James remembered Lars tugging at his hair, not enough to pull him off but to keep him at his neck. Feeling 
that tug of encouragement was far too much gratification for James to even process, so his playful love-bite 
quickly turned into a series of uncoordinated tongue kisses across his neck and throat and face until his tongue 
was right where he wanted it, inside Lars' mouth. 


"Why are you awake so early?" Lars whispered, dropping his cheek back onto James’ chest. "It's still dark 
outside." 


“Couldn't sleep." 


There it was. He'd traded out waking up with a boner for gradually getting one while his best friend cuddled 


with him on the couch. 


They'd skipped all the niceties of kissing and went straight to making out on the floor of James’ apartment. 
James had Lars' head in his hands, with a grip almost impenetrable, and his hair tangled and wild between his 
fingers. Lars wasted no time at all grabbing James by the belt loops and pulling him to the floor. 


James told himself he was never getting that shitfaced again after every time he got that shitfaced, and this 


was no exception. 
"Well turn the TV off and close your eyes." 


James reached around for the remote on the table but found nothing but a puddle of Everclear. He wiped it 
off on the lip of the couch. "I don't know where the remote is." 


Lars groaned and started to push himself off of James, in hopes of finding the remote, but James instinct 
kicked in to grab Lars by the collar and pull him back into place. 


He flashed back to the night before. He saw Lars’ fingers under his shirt collar and he watched him pull him 
down. He felt him reciprocate a heavy, wet kiss, and shuddered as he remembered how it felt for Lars to drag 
two of his fingers down the length of his torso. They landed on his belt and yanked, causing James' hips to 


crash into Lars’. 
"Easy there, tiger, lemme get up." 


Lars pat James' chest and sat up. Then he was just straddling James’ groin; his skinny, pale thighs folded on 
either side of those slender hip bones, and squarish little fingers resting on his belly. 


It was a moment that lasted only that, a moment. But it was enough to unearth what happened next that 
night, and it was more than enough to get James noticeably hard. 


He had slid on his socks and struggled to find something to hold onto in favor of grinding his cock against Lars’ 
navel. He had no clue what he was doing, but Lars’ responsive bucks and gasps were enough to keep him from 
stopping. That, and the subsequent "James" that he purred when James grabbed him by the hip, hard enough 
to leave little white fingerprints. 


James knew he has hard as a rock, and Lars knew it too, but neither one of them knew what to say or do. 
They made a moment of awkward eye contact and James' hand hovered above Lars’ hip, much in the same 
fashion as the night before. This time it felt different. There was no double layer of dirty skinny jeans between 


them, just thin cotton boxers. Not enough to mask the hardening imprint of Lars‘ cock now, either. 


James was too distracted to remember much else. He knew they stayed on the ground like that for a bit, and 
he knew at some point, they'd lost their jeans. 


"What happened last night, Lars?" James said flatly, aggravatingly still. Lars felt James cock twitch helplessly 
underneath him and his breath hitched. Lars' immediate response was to push his ass down harder against 
him, with his signature evil smirk curling around his lips. James shut his eyes tight and pressed his lips 
together, to keep that moan inside. 


"I know you were drunk, but you remember at least a little bit, don't you?" 


"Fuck off, you were dr-.." Lars moved back and forth, slowly, the smile growing wider and wider, and James' 
retort crumbled into nothing more than a gasp. His eyes rolled back in his head and fluttered shut. 


"What, James?" 


James' hand gave up its fight against grabbing Lars by the hip. It felt too good He might have been hungover 
and sick but he wasn't stupid, he knew better than to deny anything in front of Lars because he saw right 


through him, every single time. 

"Don't you remember how hard you came last night?" 

He did remember. 

At least, now he did. 

He remembered rubbing his cock across Lars' mouth, how feminine he looked on his knees with his fringe in his 
face, how big his eyes were and how glassy they became when he ran short of breath. He remembered how 


good Lars was at giving head and how there was just no fucking way he hadn't done it before. It made him a 
little jealous and a little disgusted with both him and himself, but all of that apprehension disappeared with a 


gentle kiss to the head of his cock. 
"Oh, shit," 
"Yeah, you remember." 


James bucked his hips upward out of sheer desperation but Lars hopped off, both him and the couch. The 


whimper of frustration that James let out was one of the most beautiful noises Lars had ever heard. 
"Where-.." 

"Getting some water. You want some?" 

Lars sounded so normal, so much like his little buddy again that it shot James back to ground. 

es 

Lars leaned on one hip and raised an eyebrow waiting for his answer. 

"Yeah. Please." 


Then he excused himself into the kitchen, an extra little sway in his hips, because he knew James was 


watching. 

/Fucking hell, did he do this to anyone else?/ James thought, rubbing his eyes. 

Lars peeked around the corner from the kitchen, grabbing the doorframe. "By the way,’ 

James looked back up, vision still fuzzy. 

"You beat Dave's record." 

"How do you know that?" James asked, still dumbfounded by the previous twelve hours of his life. 
Lars did nothing but smirk and disappear back into the kitchen 

Oh. 


/0h/ 


